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My Normandy. When hope hercheering - smile supplies, And winter fJies 
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far, far a - way; Be 
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O bear me back to Norman - die It is the dear, the hap py land; Where 
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I’ve seen Helve - tia’a flow’ry fields, Its cot-ta-ges, its i - cy hills; And 
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Throughout his course the glorious Sun, Hath never shone on greener vales; The 



I - ta - ]y thy sky so clear, And Ven ice with her gondo-lier; In 
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3w’rs pos-sess, Young Zephyr from thy breath inhales: From 
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A mother’s love — a father’s care — 

A sister’s gentle heart were mine, 

And they are still in Normandie, 

And there, too, friendship hath its shrine: 

Then marvel not if joy I feel 

When others speak in praise of thee; 

If dear to them, how dearer far 

Art thou, art thou to me, sweet Normandie . 



